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leave that woman, he could never find happiness with his family. He
no longer brings home anything but anxiety, irritation, discord.
"I have tried it out: during the fortnight I spent away from that
woman I never stopped thinking of her. She has me in her grip/' And
naively, cynically, he contrasts the two atmospheres: his own, where
an infirm and aging wife awaits harassed by worries; the other, where
he finds joy, youth, caresses, tenderness, and all that goes with it. But
he is held especially by jealousy. That other woman is not faithful to
him; he knows it, has already had to "forgive" her; he has forced her
to confess, to repent, to promise. He wants to get to the bottom of it
He will go back to see her Thursday.
"And you will forgive her again," I say.
Whereupon he exclaims:
"No, no; after the promises she made me, 111 not forgive again:
111 kill rather/'
"Come, Monsieur B., you are not going to do anything silly. . . ."
"That depends; I'll not give my word about anything. I know I am
no longer my own master. When I am with her again, I am capable of
anything/'
"Don't go, then."
"I cannot not go/'
"Is she expecting you?"
"She is not expecting me. I want to take her by surprise. Next
Thursday I shall be off. Ill go home, just time enough to dress. . . /'
"Mme B. will try to keep you/'
"Nothing will hold me back. Ill go. And if I find her with the
other . . ."
"You will ask her to forgive you for having taken her by surprise."
"No, no; I have told her: 111 kill her."
This conversation lasted more than an hour, but with many repe-
titions, and especially this one:
"If I went back to the family now, it would not be the same thing.
My wife would forgive me; she says so. But henceforth there is a gulf
between us. And as for the other one, I could never forget her."
I had soon to admit to myself that whatever reasonable or affection-
ate argument I could invoke was of no weight, no importance to a man
who was so possessed.
1 March
I am beginning the fourth volume of Clarissa Harlowe..
8 March
At Vence after a delightful week at Roquebrune; but almost inca-
pable of work and obsessed by the feeling of the little time left me to
live and of all I should still like to write. . . ,